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stant, a feeling of inexpressible bliss flowed in upon
his soul, and he sank into a deep sleep, and lay as
if he were dead, till that old hermit roused him In
the morning with the sun streaming in through the
door of the hut.

Then that king went home and changed his ways.

So now tell me, Princess, why? And Rasakosha
ceased. Then the Princess said : He was afraid.
For the tree was the tree of his own evil actions,
and the eating of its fruit the ripening of their con-
sequences, dooming him to a punishment of which
the agony he endured in his dream was but a
faint shadow. But had he lived otherwise, and
accumulated virtue rather than vice, he would have
obtained ultimately the bliss of emancipation, re-
sembling the deep sleep which came upon him and
obliterated his individuality, the second time he
slept.

And when the Princess had spoken, she turned
and looked at the King with tears in her eyes, and
rose up and went out, and the King's heart went
with her. But the King and Rasakdsha returned
to their own apartments.